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Angels were singing It was during this night, 
From heavenly heights, That something took place, 
For again had come We had a visitor 

^ The night of nights! From faraway space. 
All the world over And so this story 
Was rejoicing and cheer, Will tell you about 
Church bells were ringing. This small, little visitor 
Christmas was here! Who came riding a cloud. 


About how he got lost, 
On the snow covered ground; 
The adventures he had 
Until he was found. 
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І was the day before Christmas Eve. Far — they would shine brightly during the holy 
away up in the sky, hundreds of little angels night. 


were very busy. They floated from one star to the other, 


[ The angels stood on little clouds with cleaning and polishing them until they glit- 
their pails, rags and scrub brushes. They tered and twinkled. 
were scrubbing and polishing the stars so 


One little angel, the tiniest of all, 
worked harder than all others. 


This was his very first Christmas, and 
"he was eager to get the work done in 
„time for the holy night. . 


The little angel rubbed and rubbed 
until his arms hurt. While he worked, 
he sang. 

He had a voice like a little silver bell. 


He practiced all the beautiful hymns 


>the angel chorus was to sing the following 
night. 


Being the tiniest, he got tired more quickly 
than the others. 


Finally he could hardly move his little 
arms. His eyes got heavy with sleepiness. 


At last they closed altogether and as his 
Tittle cloud drifted away from the star, he 
was polishing, his little arms still went slowly 
up and down, up and down in the empty air. 
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_ There he was standing up fast asleep. 
Then his little knees bent and with a sigh, 
he sat down. He did not feel the bump of 
the pail he sent tumbling off his tiny cloud. 
The little angel sank deep into his soft 
fluffy cloud until only his little nose stuck 
out. 


“Slowly the cloud drifted off, carrying 
him away from his brothers and sisters. 


As the little cloud went bobbing along, 
a puff of wind would sometimes turn it 
around and send it one way. S 


Then another puff would come and rock 
the little cloud like a cradle and send it 
sailing away in another direction. 


No one saw him because he was - 
almost completely hidden. 


The cloud kept on drifting. The 
stars became smaller and smaller and 
slid farther and farther away. + 


Once in a while, the little angel's 
arms rose out of his cloud cover as he 
rubbed and polished in his dreams. 





АШ се либе, the little cloud had gone 
slowly downwards, Earth had come in sight. 
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atl Luckily a gentle breeze came along ` 
and blew it back on its course down to earth. 


iig land below was now very close. The 
snow-covered hills and valleys glistened in 
the light of the moon and stars. Silently, the 
little cloud floated down, rubbed against the 
side of a hill and floated on a bit further, 
barely touching the ground. 


Tt looked like a toy balloon or a Chinese 
lantern hanging in the sky below. 


Gradually Earth became bigger and 
bigger. It did not look like a balloon any 
more, for now one could see mountains 
and plains and oceans, and rivers very 
clearly. But the little angel missed all this. 
He slept soundly. 
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At last, it came to rest in the middle 
of a meadow deep in snow, surrounded 
by tall, silent, fir trees. 


For one moment longer, the little 
cloud was still a little cloud, Then it was 
no more. It had turned into snow and 
joined all its other mates, big and small, 
who for weeks had turned into millions 
and millions of snowflakes and had cov- 

ered the ground with a thick, white 
blanket, 
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The little angel was still asleep lying on top 

of che deep snow. He began to feel very cold. 

Stretching out his arms, he tried to pull his 

cloud cover over himself, but there was 
»othing but cold air. 


He pulled his knees up to his chin and 
rolled into a ball but still he got colder and 
colder. A tiny snowflake got into his teeny 

Г nose. ""Kerchoo-oo," he sneezed and opened 
his big, blue eyes. ` 





He saw the stars twinkling far above him, 
They did пос look like the stars he knew so 
well. His stars were big with long, sharp 
points on the ends. 


"Then he saw the tall pine trees on the edge 
of the meadow. What were they? Such things 
did not grow on clouds! Wheré was he? 


Oh-oh-oh-what was this cold, white stuff 
he was sitting on? How did he get here? Не 
tried to stand up, but his feet sank deep into. 
the snow. Brr-rr-rr how cold it was! He 
flapped his little wings but he could fly only 
a few feet up into the air. His wings were. 
wet and stiff from the snow and the cold. 


The little angel fell back into the snow. 
This time he was in it up to his ears? He flut-? 


tered and struggled, getting snow all over: 
himself. 





At last, he got to his feet again, half- 
frozen. Great, big tears began rolling down 
his red cheeks and down his chubby nose. 
Drip-drip-drip-fell the tear drops, melting 
little holes in the snow. Wherever they fell, 
beautiful bright starflowers rose out of the 

— snow. 


The little angel did not notice them. He 

just cried and cried and cried. Soon he was 

. Sürrounded by hundreds and hundreds of 
yellow and red flowers, 


“He did not notice the sky either. It had 

_ slowly turned to the rosy pink of dawn, and 

“now the sun was peeping over the mountain 
behind the meadow. 


The little angel did not shiver quite so? 
. much. The sun's rays were warming him a 
little but the air was still crisp and cold. 
"There he stood, crying and feeling lost and 
forlorn. He was a very miserable little angel. - 





Life began to stir in the forest. Birds fley from their 
roosts in the tall pine trees and twittered in surprise when 
they saw the little stranger in the meadow. 


Two.rabbits, hopping to the edge of the clearing to 
scratch for a few blades of grass, sat up to peep over the 
snowbank. They wriggled their pink noses and twitched 
their ears. Who was the stranger? Was he dangerous? They 
dared go no farther. 


A deer, came tripping along. It smelled the sweet fra- 
grance of the starflowers. The deer was not as timid as the 
two rabbits. No harm could come from such a little man— 





Why, he did not even have clothes! 


The deer walked across the clearing towards the little 

angel. The rabbits rose higher on their haunches to get a 

, better look. They were so excited they forgot to wriggle 
their noses. 


“Oh, you poor little thing,” said the friendly deer. “I will 
help you.” With its. warm, velvety tongue, it licked the 
snow from the angel’s hair. , 


“Now, climb on my back. I will carry you to my shelter 
in the forest where you will be warm.” 





On their way across the mea- ! 
dow, they were met by the two 
rabbits who had gathered up 
courage. Hopping along with 
them, they sniffed at the little 
angel’s toes which tickled him 
so, he burst out into tinkling 


laughter. 
X 


The rabbits thought it was a 
wonderful sport. They romped 
about in swift circles, their big 
hind legs making the powdery 
white snow fly in clouds of sil- 
very dust. 


X 


As they entered the forest, 
they were greeted by the birds 
with great twittering and chirp- 
ing. е 


X 


"In a short time, the deer 
reached a cluster of pine trees 
under whose low-hanging 
branches the deer families had 
made their winter beds. 





Soon the little angel sat 
among them, warming his tiny 
toes under their soft fur. He felt 
cozy and happy now, and not 
а bit lost, 
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Word of the little visitor from 
heaven spread fast. Such an ex- 
citing thing had never happened 
before. The trees rustled cheir 
branches and whispered the 
news. The birds flew from ani- 
mal to animal. They woke up 
the sleepyheads in their holes and 
burrows and dens, and told them 
what had happened. 


X 


One by one the animals `ar? 
rived at the pine-tree shelter to 
admire the little stranger. They 
crowded together until there 
was no more room under the 
low-hanging branches. 
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They huddled together so. closely not 
even the tiniest chipmunk could squeeze 
between them. 


The branches, too, were loaded with 
guests and more and more were coming. 


"The Нее angel sat happily in the middle 
and told his story of the stars in heaven 
over and over. 

For every time a group of newcomers 
artived, they wanted to hear it from his 
own lips, 





He was telling it again when there was 
a moan from the tree above. The tree had 
carried the heavy load of snow for many 
weeks. But now, the added weight of all 
the animals had become too much. Try as 
he did, he could not keep his arms stretched 
out any longer. 








With a deep sigh, he let his branches 
sag, tumbling snow and visitors down 
upon the other animals below. Squealing, 
chattering, and laughing, the animals un- 
tangled themselves and dug themselves out 
of the snow. 



























Wearing their warm winter fur 
coats, they did not mind the snow, 
but the poor, naked little angel got 
wet and cold again. The squirrels, 
with their bushy tails, brushed away 
the snowflakes from his body. Then 
everybody huddled close around him 
unti] only his curly head stuck out. 


, "We cannot keep him here with 
us,” said the deer. “You see what just 
happened. When the next storm 
comes howling along and buries us 
up to our noses in ice and snow and 
we feel the biting cold ourselves, how 
can we protect him then?” 


The animals looked at each other 
and nodded their heads, remembering 
many a winter’s storm they had lived 
through. Often their warm fur coats 
and fur mittens had not been enough 
to keep out the icy chill of the winds 
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For a while, all sat thinking quietly. 
Then one little chipmunk said, "Let's 
each pull off some of our hair and make 
him a nice, warm fur coat." And, with 
a yelp, he pulled some soft, downy hair 
from his chest. The deer laughed. 


"Well meant, chipmunk, but fur 
Coats must grow. Only humans know 
how to make warm clothes." 


o 


“Humans, humans, that’s it,” said 
one rabbit, stroking his whiskers ex- 


citedly. “They know How to make warm 
fire, tool” 


“You all know the woodchopper’s 
_ family on the other side of the forest. 


Their children look just like our little 
friend." . 


“They do, indeed,” said another rab- 
bit. "Only, they have no wings. Maybe 
that's because they are...” 















"Don't interrupt me; please, Brother 
Rabbit," answered the first. "That's 
very rude,” 
























"It is my idea to bring our friend to the 
woodchopper’s house. І am sure they will 
take care of him there during the winter.” 


The animals clapped their paws and 
stamped their feet. "That's a wonderful 
idea, rabbit.” 


“Don’t you think so, little angel?” The 
little angel did not hear. He had fallen 
asleep. 

The shouting awakened him. He opened é 
his blue eyes, and smiled back at his friends- 









“You see, he likes our idea,” said the 
little chipmunk. 


“Our idea—it was my idea,” said the 
rabbit crossly. “I thought of.it all Бу my- 


self. It was you who had the silly idea of 
making a fur coat for him.” 





"Let's not squabble,” said the deer. “We 
have to hurry if we want to reach the other 
side of the forest before nightfall,” 
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Everybody went along. Nobody wanted to miss the ex- 
citing trip. The birds flew ahead showing them the way 
around the deep snowdrifts. The squirrels found the going 
too hard in the soft snow. They hopped from tree to tree, 
running along the branches and making flying leaps, It 
was great fun. 


The chipmunks tried to do the same but could not keep 
up with them, They tried running on top of the snow. 
But, often, the thin crust broke and they disappeared from 
sight and had to be dug oute 


“You are holding из up,” said the deer. “Comey climb 
on our backs. We do not mind carrying you. You little 
fellows do not weigh two dozen to a pound, Come along 
now, and let’s hurry.” 

















Quickly the chipmunks scrambled up onto the deer’s 
backs. The lucky opes who rode on the-deer carrying the 
little angel nestled up close to him, 


It was а long journey. The forest was very large. Dusk’ 
was falling whem the birds chirped as they came flying 
down. 


“We have reached it. You're almost there, The wood- 
chopper's house is just behind the trees ahead of you.” 


And so it was, At last, they had reached the other side 
of the forest just as the first stars began twinkling in the 
sky. The animals stood still. From the brightly lit window 


of the woódchopper's house came the sound of beautiful 
music, 
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The deer took courage and tip-toed- 
towards the house. Slowly all the other 
animals followed. They reached the win- 
dow. The deer was just tall enough to peep 
in, The little angel's eyes got big and round. 


He saw a beautiful little fir tree all 
dressed up, burning candles on its branches 
and op top of it, a great, big golden star. 
The woodchopper and his wife were putting 
the last ornaments on the tree while they 
sang a Christmas hymn. 











“What до you see?" cried the animals too 
little to look in the window. “Sh, ‘sh,”” 
Whispered the deer. I will tell you later. Thus, they sat and when the song ended, 
It is beautiful. r : “ 

it was very, very quiet for а moment. 


woodchopper and his wife. It was the hymn 
he liked best: He knew every word by heart. 


The little angel began to sing with the 


































Suddenly, from the sky above came a 
noise—rumbling, swishing, cracking, and 
the tinkling sound of bells. The animals 
scattered and scrambled for the edge of 
the woods. The little angel fell off the deer 
and tumbled into the snow. 


From above the treetops a voice shouted, 
“Но, Dasher; ho, Ргапсег; ho, Dancer— 
ho, Vixen—Ho, Donner—Ho, Blitzen!” 


With bells jingling, a sleigh pulled by 
eight reindeer came swishing through the 
air and pulled to a halt beside the cottage. 
A big man in a red suit jumped from his 
seat. It was Santa! 


The little angel, frightened by all this - 
sudden noise, and cold from standing in 
the deep snow, started crying once again. 


“Ho, ho,” boomed Santa Claus. “Who 
cries on Christmas night when 1 am com- ' 
ing? It is cheers and not tears I am greeted 
with, Но-Һо-Һо!” 


















Santa wiped the snowflakes from his . 
bushy eyebrows and looked around. The 
animals watched breathlessly from the 
edge of the forest. 


“Ho-ho,” laughed Santa. "Te little 
angel who тап away. І have found him? 


“Stop crying, little fellow. It is 1014 
Santa. Everybody in heaven has been looke 
ing for you. What are you doing here?” 


“І didn't run away. I flew away on a 
cloud and—and—then I was here and the 
animals came and helped пле,” said the 
little angel. 


"But-but now I missed the Christmas 
party and —and the singing and еуегу- 
thing." And with that, the little angel 
ctied louder than before. 


“Now, now,” smiled Santa, “stop сгу- 
ing. You are not going to miss the party. 
If we hurry, we will still be in time.” 





“As soon as I have left my bundles for the woodchopper's 
family, we will be on our way up to the stars.” 


The little angel stopped crying and put his cold, little 
nose into Santa’s beard. "Up to the stars? And I won't Бе. 
too late for the party?" 


“That’s right, little one, but we have to work mighty 
fast," said Santa. 


Seeing the little angel shivering with cold, Santa pulled 
off one of his mittens and slid it over the little angel, feet 
first. 


“Ho, ho,” laughed Santa, “just the right size sleeping 
bag for a frozen, little angel.” Gently, Santa put him on 
top of the pillow on the driver’s seat of the sleigh. 





Soon, the bells jingled softly, and slowly the sleigh rose up into the sky. The 
animals hurried over into the open field to get a last look at Santa’s sleigh and 
their little friend. 


“Good-bye, good-bye,” they shouted, as they watched the sleigh until it had 
disappeared from sight. They looked at each other nodding their heads and 
peel went home to their shelters i in the seep silent forest. 
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The Lion complained, 
And so did the Gnu, 
Tiger, Elephant, 
Bear, Kangeroo— 
All complained, 

Very rightly too— 
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A Christmas Story | 
by с 


Oskar Lebeck 
Illustrated 


A noon slowly faded into evening. The Zoo had been almost 
completely deserted all day. Now there was nobody around 
but the animals. Even the night watchman was not in sight. 








The inside of the big animal house was dark. Only the park lights 


filtering through the windows and the stars shining faintly through 
the huge skylight, gave an eerie dim light. Not enough to actually 
see things but enough to see the steel bars of the cages and the 
shadowy figures of the animals behind them. 


The animals were restless; the young ones more so than the 014, 
As a matter of fact, they were more than restless, they were outright 
rebellious, 








Here it was Christmas night again. 
And, as happened each year, 
-they had been forgotten once 
more. Аз the days before the 
holiday passed one by one, the 
crowds visiting the Zoo had be- 
come smaller and smallez. The 
children seemed to have’ other 
things on their minds. They still 
looked at the animals but their 
eyes seemed to look beyond them. 
They did not talk as usual either. 





























All their talk now was Christmas, Christmas, Christmas, 
Santa Claus, Santa Claus, Santa Claus, and of course about 
presents. 


The animals were disgusted. It was not only that they felt 
lonely. What irked them mostly was that they felt so left out. 
Why should not they (оо have a Christmas? Why? Why should 
their children not also get presents from Santa? 


Was there any good reason 
why they should not also have 
a good time just like every- 
body else? j 


Most of the older animals 
had resigned themselves long 
ago to the fact that there just 
wasn't any Santa Claus for 
them; but the young ones had 
not. They protested loudly 


.against this great injustice. 





. There was one little bear in 
particular. He had talked and 
talked to his mother about Santa 
and Christmas until Mother 
Bruin had to stuff cotton into her 
ears. 


Every night before falling 
asleep, this little bear cub had 
thought of Santa and wished very 
hard that he would come and 
visit him. 9 

Tonight, this little bear cub ` 
was the*quietest of all the ani- 
mals, He just sat there on his little 
haunches and said nothing. Every 
little while, a great big tear 
rolled down his nose. 


There already was a big wet 
spot on the fluffy fur just above 
his empty little tummy. . 


_ He had been so sad he had not 
eaten for days. Mother Bruin 
nudged him once in a while, but 
even his mother could not com- 
fort him tonight. - 


x 

Just as the little cub licked one 
extra big tear drop from the tip 
of his nose, there was a noise 
which made all the animals stop 
in their tracks and prick up their. 
ears. The noise came from the 
skylight aboye. = 
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The big skylight window opened with a 
squeak of rusty hinges. A great, shadowy fig- 
ure stood outlined against the starlit sky. 
There also came from outside the soft, tinkling 
noise of sleigh bells, 





Whoever it was that had been standing at the 
window above, suddenly came floating down. 





The dark figure, hardly visible now, walked 
along the cages until it came to the bear cage. It 
stood still for a moment and then spoke in a 
kind, friendly old voice. 


“Ts there a little bear here? . . . a little bear 
who has been wishing so hard to have me come 
to him that my ears were ringing like Christmas 
bells?” 

















There was a gasp inside the саде, but no answer. 


"Don't be afraid, little bear," continued the friendly voice. 
There was laughter in it now, too. “This is Santa, the Santa you 
wished for so hard. What present would you like me to leave?” 





There still was no answer but the little cub’s breath came in 
deep sighs. 


“Come, little bear, you must tell me. This is my busiest night, 
There are lots of places I still have to go to. Many are waiting 
for me, just as you did. Tell me your wish and you shall have 
any present you want.” 


As Santa stopped speaking, the little bear's sighs stopped 
and his little trembling voice whispered, “I don't want a present 
just for myself, but could we have a Christmas party? All of us— 
just like—like PEOPLE? But, if we can t, it's all right. I'm happy 
now because you came." 








“А Christmas party?” boomed Santa, “of course, you'll 
have a Christmas party! Now let me see—you shall have 
one full hour, then—” Santa stopped when he saw the little 
bear's face fall. Quickly, he added, “don’t fret, it’s only one 
hour ‘human’ time. To you it will be much, much longer.” 
The little cub smiled and clapped his paws. “When does 
the party start, Santa?” 


“Right now!” said Santa and he too clapped his hands. 


The big hall was all changed. The iron bars had disap- 
peared from all the cages. In the middle of the floor stood 
а huge Christmas tree. Its top reached all the way up to the 
‘skylight. The tree glistened and sparkled. Hundreds of 
lights shone on its branches which were laden with tinsel 
and.all kinds of beautiful decorations. 













The animals gasped and stood speechless admiring the beauti- 
ful tree. Their very own Christmas tree! Around the big tree were 
beautifully decorated tables just loaded with food. There were big 
tables for the larger animals, and small tables for the little ones. 








According to their different tastes, every table 
had on it the kind of food that animals liked 
best. There were bunches of ripe bananas and 
sweet fruits on the monkey table. The hippo- 
potamus table was sagging in the middle and 
groaning under the load of ten bales of hay. 
The bear family grunted with delight when they 
saw among other delicious things a great big jar 
of honey. In front of the little bear cub’s seat 
stood an extra special jar of honey just for him 
alone. Santa had put it there to show that this 
was really his party, because if it had not been 
for the little cub, there would not have been 
any party at all, 






































In Ше excitement, Santa had 
been completely forgotten. The 
little bear was the first to think of 
him. He looked around anxiously. 
He wanted to thank Santa for all 
he had done. But, Santa was no- 
where in sight. He had gone! Lit- 
tle bear looked disappointed. 


Just then, there was a tap from 
above, from the skylight window 
right over the star on the top of 
the Christmas tree. Little bear 
looked up and blinked. There was 
Santa’s face pressed against the 
window pane. He had a big smile 
and a twinkle in his eyes. His 
mouth moved. Little bear 
couldn’t hear him above the din 
of the party, but Ве was certain 
Santa was saying, "Merry Christ- 
mas.” ^ 








“Merry Christmas, Santa,” shouted the cub and waved his 
little paw. “Merry Christmas,” shouted the animals, all to- 


gether, “Merry Christmas!” Santa waved back once more and 
then he was gone. 





The giraffes were the last to catch a glimpse of him, Being 
so tall, they preferred eating standing up. Their heads almost 
reached the skylight and thus they were able to watch Santa 
climb into the waiting sleigh and saw the reindeer pulling 
Santa and his sleigh up into the sky. 


























© 

Outside of the Zoo, the night was quiet. It was late. Many 
‘people were still up but they were in their homes. A few passers- 
by noticed the bright light shining through the windows of the 
animal house. They paid no attention. 


The director of the Zoo lived in a house in the park. He also 
was still up. 





Drawing back the curtain of his win- 
dow to look out into the Christmas night, 


he too saw the lighted animal house. He 
mumbled something about the careless- 
ness of his keepers and went to the tele- 
phone and ‘alled the headkeeper. 


The headkeeper was all upset and 
promised to have the lights turned off 
immediately. He went to the building 
where all the main electric light switches 
were. To his amazement, he found the 
light switch of the big animal house 
TURNED OFF. 





He ran to Ше nearest window. 
The animal house was still all lit up. 
He rubbed his eyes and looked 
again. It still was lit up, 


The headkeeper got very excited. 
He called up the director and told 
him about it. At first, the director 
of the Zoo would not believe him. 
He went to join the headkeeper. To- 
gether, they ran over to the animal 
house. Froin the big house, not only 
were the lights blazing, but as they 
came closer, they could “hear all 
Sorts of noises. Now the director and 
the headkeeper were really worried. 


Hurriedly, the headkeeper slippéd 


his master key into the lock of the 
big iron door. 














He tried to turn the key. It did not move. He tried again. Again the 
lock did not move. He took out the key and looked at it. It was the 
master key. It had opened the lock thousands of times, What was wrong 
tonight? The two men looked at each other, 


The director was just going to say something when the chimes of the 
near-by church rang into the night. 


Suddenly the two men could not see each other any more. The light 
in the big animal house had gone out, The house lay still and quiet. 
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In the dark, the headkeeper felt for the keyhole and without 
any trouble the lock clicked and the heavy iron door swung 
open, Silently, the two men stepped into the big hall. The 
faint starlight filtering through the windows revealed dimly 
the outlines of the iron bars of the animal cages. 


The animals themselves were deep, dark, shadows huddled 
together in sleep. It was quiet and still except for the sounds 
of the breathing of some of the big animals. Now and then, 
there was a slight rustle as some turned over in their slumber. 


The headkeeper and the director tip-toed out of the hall. 
A suppressed giggle broke the stillness. The director stiffened 
and turned angrily to the headkeeper. 
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“Don’t laugh at me, my dear man,” he hissed. “You saw the 
lights yourself, so—” 





The clang of the closing metal door cut off his words. The head- 
keeper snapped the lock and answered gravely. 





"I'm sure, sir, I would not laugh at a thing like this. I saw What 
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you saw and I heard what you heard. I'm sure it's all very strange 

> and for the life of me I can’t figure out what happened tonight.” P 
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в: “Something wrong with the electric wiring. We have to have it 
1 looked into and checked tomorrow,” muttered the director. 
| Р * “Yes sir," said the headkeeper and the two walked on silently. 
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“Good night sir,” said the headkeeper, as they parted, each to go 
to his own house, “and Merry Christmas, sir.” 





“Merry Christmas, yes, of course. It's Christmas night, isn't it? 
I almost forgot with all the strange goings on.” The director smiled 
and the two men shook hands. Then each went his own way. 











Back in the animal house, the little bear did not 
have to suppress his giggle any longer. It ran up and 
down the scale and was joined all along the hall by 
chuckles.and laughter from the other cages. Mixed 
with this merry tune was the humming bass-fiddle 
sound of the snoring animals who were already in 
deep sleep. One after the other the rest of the ani- 
mals dropped off into slumber and all dreamed of 
the wonderful party they had enjoyed. 


Last to fall asleep was the little bear. He fell 
asleep with the sweet taste of honey still on his 
tongue, and a great thankful feeling in his heart 
for Santa who had done all and more than he Над P 
ever dreamed of in the days before Christmas. 


The next morning,*the director of the Zoo, the 
headkeeper, and the electricians came into the big 
animal house. They found everything in perfect 
order. All was as it should have been except for à 
trailing string of bright silver tinsel hanging down 
from the middle of the skylight window. The 
director was greatly puzzled. The headkeeper was 
puzzled. They looked at each other and shook 
their heads. 


A giggle sounded from behind the two. The direc- 
tor stiffened and turned and looked. The head- 
keeper turned and looked. A little bear cub looked 
at the two arid grinned from ear to ear. 
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